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NOVEL DEPARTMENT. 





THE INDIANS. 


A TALE. 
(coxcLvDED FROM FaGE 133.) 


The moon in unrivalled glory, had now attain- 
ed her meridian, when the intermitting noise of 
rowers came slowly along the lake. A canoe was 
advancing, and the dripping oars arising at inter- 
vals from the water, shone gleaming along the 
deep. The boatmen, silent lh unobserved, moor- 
ed their vessel on the sandy beach; and a young 
man of a keen and animated aspect, arrayed in the 
shagey skin of a bear, armed with a bow and a 
javelin; having left his companions, was hastenin 
alon the shore. It was Oneyo. Having receive 
wounds in the battle; he had been unable to pro- 
secute his return, and had tarried with some In- 
dians tn the neighbourhood of Montreal. By the 
skiiful applicatian of herbg and balsams his cure 
was at long th eifectuated, and heretu’.ied impatient 
to his nation. , 

] will return secretly” he said. “1 will enjoy 
the sorrow and regret of Marano, and of m 
brethren, who, doubtless, believe me dead. I will 
enjoy the ecstacy of their affection, and their sur- 
prise on my unexpected arrival. My lovely Mar- 
ano now laments unconsole dl. I will hasten to 
relieve her, and press her, weeping with Joy, to my 
faithful transported bosom.” 

Such were the sentiments of anticipated rapture 
that occupied the soul of Oneyo, when he discoy- 
dred Marano in the arms of astranger. He re- 
coiled. He stood motionless in an agony of grief, 
anger, and astonishment. Pale and trembiing he 
uttered soine words incoherently. He again advan- 
ced, again recognised her, ‘then tarning abruptly, 
in bitter anguish, smiting his breast. “ Faithless 
and inconstant.” he cr ied, “ and is this iny expect- 
ed meeting! fn the arms of a stranger! Arrogant 
invader of my felicity ! He shal! perish! His blood 
shall expiate his offence.” Fury flashed in his 
eye, he grasped his javelin, he aimed the blow, and 
recognized his deliverer. Surprise and horror 
seized him. “ Injured by my deliverer! By him 
whom my soul revered! Aad shall ldip my hands 
in his blood! My life he preserved: would to 
heaven he had slain me! Thus injured and betray- 
ed, Oneyo will not live. Thou great universal 
Spirit, whose path is in the clouds, whose voice is 
in the thunder, and whose eye pierces the heart, 
O, conduct me to the blissful valley, for Oneyo 
will not live.” He sighed, “ One look, one part- 
ing look of my love. I believed her faithful; for 
her I lived, and for her I die.” He anvanced to- 
wards her, gazing on her with anguish and regret. 
“ She will not weepdiar me! faithless and incon- 
stant! She will eset to behold me bleed- 
ing! And shall it be Have I cherished her for 
this ? and lavished my soul on her to be Setrayed— 
to give her Jove to a stranger?” He perro trem- 
bled; his countenance grew fierce, his eye wild, 
he grasped hisjaveliv. Maranonamedhim. Her 
voice was soft and plaintive, her visions were of 
Oneyo.  O come,” she said, hasten to thy love ! 
Tarry not, my Oueyo ; how I fong to behold thee.” 
* For this,” said ‘od “Til embrace thee.” He 
embraced her; she awakened, discovered her hus- 
band, and flew eagerly into his arms. He flung 
from her in fierce indignation. “ Away!” he 


¢ried, “go cherish thy swanger. Away, perfidi- 
01s.” followed him trembling aad aghast. 


* He is my brother,” she cried. “‘T) y brother ! 
Stranger,” said he to the Briton, whe now ap- 





‘BORN TO NO MASTER, OF ¥O SECT ARE WE.” 


proached him, “ you preserved my life. You are 
enerous and valiant. ‘Tell me then, am I to sa- 
ute thee as a friend, and give full vent to my grat- 
itude, or must I view thee as a guileful seducer, 
and lift my javelin against thy life >” 

The Briton perceiving his error, answered him 
with brevity and composure; he related to him 
the circumstances of his captivity, and, in confir- 
mation, appealed to the testimony of his father. 
Oneyo was satisfied. He embraced them. They 
returned by morning to'the village. Ononthio re- 
ceived them with becoming gladness, and the day 
was crowned with rejoicing. 
em 


FLVE ARTS. 











FOR THE HUSTON WYEKLi MAGAZINE, 
ON PAINTING, &c. 

No man of taste can, without the highest gratification, 
view the exertions making to establish an Academy for 
the propagation of the Arts,in Boston. Although almost 
every one wishes to be thought a connoisseur, yet the 
prejudice to foreign productions will probably continue 
to depress the courage and defeat the industry of native 
artists until effectual measures are taken by influential 
men to improve public taste, and direct it to a right chan- 
nel. An academy would bring great talents to eminence, 
raise many a sleeping genius from obscurity who might 
otherwise be lost, lead merit pre penury to fortune, and 
prevent others from visiting» 
port, fearing they could not obtain it in their own. 
From the latter cause and want of means of improvement, 


foreiyn countries for sup- 


be it known to our disgrace, that American talent has 
not only been cherished, but become the ornament of 
Europe. An American is now President of the Academy 
of Arts in London. 

But few places in the world possess more real talent 
for painting than Boston. Mr. Stewart resided several 
years in London, and was there considered the best paint- 
er of heads in the world. The reputation of Mr. Sargent 
us an historical painter, is well known; if he had to de- 
pend upon public support, his two last productions were 
too elegantly executed for public exhibition to afford him 
profit. Mr. Frothingham as a portrait painter, for cor 
rectness cf likeness, and natural colouring, stands second 
to no one in the country, except Mr. Stewart. This voung 
man has been but a short time engaged in his profession, 
yet made almost unparalleled progress. Mr. Penniman 
for variety of painting is without an equal in the United 
States. 
first landscape painter in America. Mr. Badger anotier 


young artist, has lately executed some fruit pieces, which 


Mr. Fisher has in about three years become the 


entitle him to much credit. Mr. Williams’ merits in the 


arts and sciences are well known. It is said of Horatio, 
a son of Titian, that while he worked in concurrence with 
Paul Veronese and Tintoret, he promised to become as 
great as his father; but infatuated with chemistry, and 
led away by the hopes of finding the philosopher’s stone, 
he threw aside his pencil, and involved in smoke in his 
labratory, in which vapour all bis brilliant and golden 
prospects vanished. Mr. W. presents a very different 
character; his time of study is so very judiciously di. 
vided, that the study of one science does not interfere 
with another; and however incredible it may appear, he 
has made remarkable progress in all. As a colourist of 
miniatures, he bids fair soon to equal Malbourn. He is 
the first American who has succeeded in modelling ana- 
tumical preparations in wax. In oil and crayon painting, 
he is highly respect: ble, and is proficient in philosephicsi 
chemistry and eleciy.city. Mr Doyle as a miniature 
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portrait and crayon painter, and modeller of heads in wax, 
ranks high, and the productions of a Tisdale, Green- 
wood, Corne, and Field, intitle them to much eredit. 
x % 
ee 
MISCELLANY. 








FOR THE ROSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 
OBSERVATIONS ON A SINGLE AND A MAR- 
RIED STATE. 

Manrarace is indeed a public blessing, but a private 
It is conducive to the peace, order and benefit of 
society, but adds little or nothing to individual happiness. 
It may be well for him to marry, whose barns are full, 
and whose granaries are overflowing, on whom heaven 
in kindness, has showered down its choicest blessings, 
and into whose coffers wealth is pouring in an uninter- 
rupted stream; but for him who earns his bread by the 
sweat of his brow, and has none to spare, for him whose 
industy just obtains for him a decent support, it is folly, 
it ismatness. Yet persons of this class fall into this de- 
lusion, generally, the soonest, thinking only of the mighty 
pleasure to be derived from a married life, and “taking 
no thought for the morrow,” they shut their eyes on their 
future prospects, and leap at once into beggary and ruin ; 
and after the first transports are over, the first, yes and 
the last of a married life, when they begin to look around 
them for food and raiment, their eyes like those of our 
first are open, and like them, they find them. 
selves naked and destitute. 


curse, 


parents, 


“ Disguise thyself us thou wilt, still, slavery, still thou art 
a bitter draught.” 

Although disguised under the names of pleasure and of 
love, of tenderness and affection, still marriage is but 
slavery. The criminal in his dungeon, laden with chains 
and fetters, is not in so complete a bondage; his slavery 


is only of the body—marfiage enslaves the soul. His 


condition admits the hope of alleviation; when the term of 


his imprisonment shall expire, he looks forward to years 
of joy and freedom; but for the dirty slave that truckles 
to a woman, who is holden in.worse than Egyptian servi- 
tude, who when she deigns to smile is in eestacies of de- 
light, and when she frowns, relapses into the deepest 
sorrow, for him, alas, there is no hope! He has entailed 
upon himself a slavery worse than death; he has no pros- 
pect before him better than that of living a woman’s 
minion, and dying the death of a fool. 

While the life of the marricd man runs on in the same 
insipid, wearying round, the life of the bachelor is ever 
productive of some new enjoyment. Every succeeding 
day presents itself arrayed with new charms for him 
Unineumbered with an expensive family, he stoops to 
no mean action for the sake of interest j he wrests not from 
the mouths of the poor, the hard-earned morsel to satisfy 
the cravings of an extravagant household ; he ig beloved 
and respected through life, and, deeply lamented in death, 
he arrives at last, at that world, where tears and sorrow 
are all done away, for there, “there is no marrying or 
giving in marriage.” 

While the ideot husband is sighing for that freedom 
he has so carelessly forfeited, ancl mourning over moment: 
of happiness departed, alias, never to return, strueli 


unprofitable, and perhap 


to provide a subsistence for an 
ungratetul family, a nest of vipers who may one d: y sting 
him to the heart, tie bachelor, free and unslackled, 
cheers himself with the possession of liberty, and as 
night he presses his solitary coueh, ue sinks inte a calra 
and Quict slumber, undisturbed by the unreasonel! 
proaches of a wite, or the intolerable squatiing of a 


of restless unegsy children 
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As he advances in life, he has no ungrateful children 
to tear a parent’s breast with agony, no spendthrift son 
to bring ruin on his family, no forward daughter to raise 
the blush of shame upon his cheek, or bring his grey 
hairs to the grave with sorrow, and to his latest breath 
he rejoices in that firmness of mind, which enabled him 
to resolve to 

« Leave wedlock to the men of leaden orains, 
Who hate ‘ their liberty,’ and sigh for chains.” 
NED MEGRIMS. 


oo 


COMMUNICATION. 
ARTILLERY ELECTION. 


On me when dunces are satirick, 

' F take it for a penegyrick. Swirt. 
Tax first paragraph cf the Governor’s late speech, 
contains both a pertinent apology for, and a generous 
recommendation of, this long established and joyous an- 
niversary.—“* The return of the election season brings 
with it little of novelty, but much to engage and interest 
us. Past events, and a long catalogue of patriots and 
statesmen, with the recollections of whom the transac- 
tions of the season are associated, recur to the mind and 
enter deeply into the meditations of the occasion.’ 
These tender “ associations” and grateful “ recollections 
of past events,” of which the Governor speaks with such 
a generous ardour, are in no other instance so success- 
fully promoted as in the annual parade and celebration 


of The Ancient and Honourable Artillery Company. 


The unrivalled antiquity of this noble institution is its 
least recommendation; for it has enrolled among its 
Members many of the most useful and celebrated char- 
acters of Massachusetts. It is not only a military semi- 
nary for those officers of our militia, who may be sup- 
possed to possess every qualification which can do 
honor to the citizen-soldier, except that scientific instruc- 
tion which they are here sure to obtain; but it may 
justly be considered as a living remembrancer of those 
of its excellent members who have either passed off the 
scene of life and of action, or of those who are still 
living, but whose destiny has called them to those more 
important scenes, in which they appear with talents 
which were first fostered in this venerated School Soy 
soldiers. 

We know not with what sentiments the annual parade 
of this company may be witnessed by those whose com- 
prehensive views are bounded by the extension of their 
subscription list, or whose only evidences of shrewdness 
are displayed in wounding the feelings of those by whom 
that list is filled; yet we may be permitted to imagine, 
that a citizen of Massachusetts, who has been nurtured 
among men and scenes, the ideas of which mingle them- 
scives with his proudest recollectiens, will view with 
sentiments very different from disdain the annual parade 
of an election day ; and, though we cannot boast of our 
Olympic Gamés, where the giowing bosoms of youth ex- 
pericnee the first ardours of a glorious ambition; yet 
we will not despair of a sufficient excitement for our off- 
spring to run the race of honour, while we can point to 
a beloved Chief Magistrate surrounded by citizens whom 
he has served and defended, and by brothers in arms, 
who once struggled with him in the night of despondency 
and danger, and fought the battles of an immortal rev- 
elution. 

Such is the company whose celebration, and such the 
Chief Magistrate whose public appearance, were thus 
greeted and recorded in the Bosten Duily Alvertiser of 
kust Tuesday :—* Yesterday the annual Artillery Election 
was celebrated with the usual ceremonies of a procession 
to chureh, a public dinner, and the commissioning of the 
new officers on the Common, in the presence of most of 
the boys and girls in the town.” 

If we are capable of interpreting language, we take 
this paragraph to contain both an implied contempt for 
the institutions of our fathers, and an insult to every 
adult, whether citizen or soldier, concerued in the cere- 


BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


monies thus sneered at. There appears, too, in the whole 
of the sentence, undoubted indications of a certain han- 
gry petulence, which it is probable nothing could have 
subdued but an invitation to the very dinner which 
comes in for a share of the gentleman’s peevishness. 

It was quaintly said by a philosopher of old, that 
there was a parapet of teeth set in our mouths to restrain 
the petulency of our words; a most wise provision of 
nature, no doubt, but quite insufficient to restrain the 
sallies of an organ, that is much too mutinous to be kept 
in subjection, where the citadel is without a head. 

The explanation which appeared in the paper of the 
succeeding day, asserts, that not the least disrespect was 
intended by the writer, and that this “careless remark” 
was occasioned by his not having in his possession a par- 
ticular account of the proceedings of the day, as well as 
by his observing “ the uncommon and astonishing number 
of young people and children whom the occasion had 
brought together.” Unfortunately for the success of 
this evasion, a much smaller number of ehiidren was 
present at this than on the former celebration; and 
though the “ careless remark” concerning the * boys and 
girls,” may be thus extenuated, it will be remembered, 
that this clause is a part only of a sentence written with a 
corresponding spirit of contempt. But we presume that 
the preceding expressions“ the usual ceremonies of a 


procession and a dinner,”.will be defended by the same’ 


quibbling principle, viz: on account of “ the uncommon 
and astonishing number of processions and dinners,” 
which appeared on the same occasion.—We would not be 
understood to deny the right of any citizen, particularly 
of any Editor, (whose duty it is to support and defend ail 
venerated institutions) to express or imply their contempt 
for the institutions of their country. But let the innova- 
tor be consistent in his impertinence, and not, by a sub. 
terfuge which can neither impose upon himself nor 
others, convert what was today intended as a lampoon, 
into an eulogium tomorrow... The writer too who has the 
vanity to be thought wittyyshould be careful to deter- 
mine beforehand, whether he possesses that discr’mina- 
tion which is necessary to distinguish satire from impu- 
dence, lest in his unlucky attempts, while he imagines 
he is tickling with a sharp pointed sworé, the truth may 
be that he is bruising with a bludgeon. 

We beg leave to subjvin, from the good Dr. Watts, a 
sentence which may be very pertinently opposed to the 
paragraph, upon which we have been much too long com- 
menting —“ Socrates or Cazar might have a fool’s coat 
clapped upon them, and in this disguise neither the wis- 
dom of the one nor the majesty of the other, could se- 


cure them from a sneer.”” 
I’Esprit du corps. 








DRAMATIC DEPARTMENT. 
: 2 eee 
BOSTON THEATRE. 
Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble Lords ; you 
restrained yourself within the list of too coid an adieu ; be 
Suaxs. 
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more expressive to them. 

We have at length resolved to follow the advice con- 
veyed in our motte; we shall not, therefore, be so uncer- 
emonious as to quit the good folks of the theatre without 
a further bow or two at parting for the season. We were 
in truth, somewhat abashed, and had well nigh dropped 
our pens in despair at the ominous appearance of that 
cavalcade, which, after the disappearance of Mrs. Barnes, 
looked in our eyes like the very rearward and fag end 
of degeneracy; nor would it be easy to describe the 
various sensations we experienced on beholding, for the 
first time, our Protean managers and retinue “ come out 
with all their clowns horsed upon cart jades.” 

A perversion like this of the original design of the 
stage, appeared to us so palpably as well as deplorably 
ludicrous, that any attempt on our part formerly to de- 
nounce it, would have been treading, we imagined, rather 
too closely in the footsteps of the ancient philosopher, 
who once stoutly laboured to prove, that “the cardinal 
virtues were not auimals,” an opinion, which, however 











repugnant to the philosophy of old, seems to be fast 
gaining ground among the wits of the present day, if one 
may judge from the growing ¢élebrity of the four-footed 
race. On the subject of the horses, then, we very natur- 
ally concluded of course, that there was a sufficient 
stamina of common sense in the constitution of the pub- 
jic mind, to overcome the disea¢e without any officious 
interference, and that, even if this unfortunately were not 


‘ the case, silence would best become us in such desperate 


circumstances ; for we ve.y prudently considered that 
sees cceeserethings without all remedy 
Should be without regard. 

We now notice this phenomenon in theatricals not so 
much for the purpose of censuring it as an impudent in- 
novation in the character of the stage, as to point it out 
to our readers as a continuation merely of that system in 
the management of our theatre, in which gain is the only 
object aimed at ; no matter how much the dignity atid use- 
fulness of the stage are compromised in the pursuit. 

We were, indeed, far from considering the state of the 
theatre as more desperate while in possession of Mr. 
West and company, than at some preceding periods. On 
the contrary we acknowledged without hesitation, the 
superiority of that enterprising equestrian’s corps, when 
in comparison of that which preceded it; and in this de- 
cision, we very naturally procceded in conformity to a 
principle which is now pretty generally established in 
literary matteis, and this is—that the preference should 
be universally piven to perfec.ion in an inferior species 
of composition, to a less degree of skill, though exhibited 
in the higher orders of the art. Thus, no person of com- 
mon judgment who attends to the dictates of his own 
teelings, would hesitate for a moment to prefer Goldsmith 
and Catullus, to Blackmore and Statius, though both the 
latter wrote Epics, which no one admires, while the furmer 
expressed only the humbler feelings of common life, in 
language that at once delights and subdues their readers. 

This principle ef criticism carried into the dramatic 
art, will easily enable us to determine the question be- 
fore us. Let us tien seriously ask our readers, to which 
of the two stage spectacles they would give the prefer- 
ence, to a well-trained horse, or a tipsey performer—to 
the neighing of the most useful and generous of animals, 
or the extempore ribaldry of a green-room blockhead ? 
But on this subject it is unnecessary,to enlarge. It is 
not our intention in the present essay, to institute a com- 
parison bet ween the two and four-legged animals, which 
have moved alternately before us during the late season, 
though the comparison might afford to the gentlemen of 
the long-rode_(ceiebrated, time out of mind, for their 
acute distinctions betwixt tweedie dum and tweedle dee) a 
most desirable field for the exercise of their rhetoric : 
but we shall proceed to notice an opinion industriously 
circulated by the managers, and involving in its decision 
not only their duties towards the public, but, at the same 
time, the reputation of the town for not only dramatic 
taste, but common delicacy. 

The opinion to which we allude, and which has been 
very industriously ci: culated in the public prints Ly the 
apologists of the managers, amounts to sumething of this 
import :—That “ the managers being dependant upon the 
public for support, must please ive, because they live to 
please ; and that the approbat their patrons is to be 
ascertained only by the numbéPS which attend the the- 
atre.” In addition to this, it has been insinuated, that 
the genera] degradxtion of the character of our theatre is 
to be imputed more to the public than to managers, who 
have wisely discovered, that, as one great performer at 2 
time cannot draw a house, it necessarily follows that Bos- 
tonians will encourage nothing but farces’ and horses; 
and this conclusion has been, with true logical synthesis, 
deduced from the well known fect, that certain eminent 
performers have lately performed to the bare walls. Let 
us examine these opinions in their order. 

As to the first part of this argument, we are of opinion 
that it is neither sound as a general principle, nor, even 
if valid, will it go to justify that method of management, 
against which we have raised our voices, That “mana- 
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gers are dependant upon the public,” we are unwilligg to 
allow, till some-precise idea be affixed to the word “ pub- 

Ke.” If it be intended tomean, in this case, the majority 

of that part of a community that may visit a theatre, we 
deny the idea as altogether incorrect ; for, by such an ex- 
planation, a theatre may be made any thing, but what it 
was-originally inteuded to be. 

If, as society is now constituted, numbers, instead of es- 
txblished paimeciples and a respectable minority, are to be 
our guides in the conduct of affairs, then there is no wild 
innovation in government, no pernicious relaxations of 
morals, and no tricksy bombast of style in composition, 
that will not be justified and recommended by such a 
criterion of judgment. ‘The drudging pettifogger, who 
is vile enough to convert the sword of justice from the 
scourge into the protection of the guilty, the female who 
has more followers of ler frailty than the sober matron, 
the divine who dilutes his doctrines down to the milk 
and water of Epicureanism, as well as the manager, who 
converts his green-room into av asylum for dissoluteness 
and incapacity, and reflects from his boards the character 
of his company, will all find an ample justification in the 
uuniber and ardour of their followers, so long as they do 
not commit any flagrant outrage against the laws which 
protect them. i 

There is, on the contrary, a permanent standard of 
taste, and a constitution of approved principles for the 
government of the thespian, as well as of the literary and 
political world, independent of any temporary majority, 
that may raise the cry of reform; and it is the duty of 
managers, while they disdain the demagogues and time- 
servers, who desert the principles sanctified by custom, 
merely to tickle the depraved palates of the multitude, to 
ascertain and adopt this standard, which will always have 
among its supporters the intelligent and virtuous part of 
the community, who, though they may be in the minority, 
ave the only competent judges to determine, wlicther he, 
whose business is * to hold the mirror up tu nature,” per- 
forms or neglects his duty. 

While, under the guidance of such principles, a man- 
ager finds a competent support from the genuine friends 
of the drama, let him not desert the spirit of his creed by 
coolly sitting down to calculate how he may increase his 
hordes as a rich man, by diminishing his reputation as a 
goodoue; how many dollars he may add to his income by 
helping to diffuse licentiousness among his patrons; or 
how he may increase the numder of his audience, by di- 
minishing their respectability ; and, while he beheolds his 
house croudced by the moiley crew that mukes up society, 
let his Not wnagine that the horse laugh which follows 
ribaidry, pleases half so much or half se generally, as the 
poet’s simple yet energetic appeals to those common 
principles of humanity, which operate alike in the bosoms 
of the-philosopher and the peasant. 

He who brings to the management of a theatre quali- 
ties which no manager should be without— 


A well turned head to guide a generous heart, 


cannot be ignorant, that he is in some degree the guardi- 
an as well as purveyor of public amusement. Me must 
know that the stage has not obtained the sufirages of the 
wits and sages of the world merely because it can please, 
but because it possesses the peculiar powers of uniting 
pleasure with instruction,and of being an amusement 
accessible to all classes of Society, without that alloy of 
vice too often mixed with equally attainable, though less 
innocent, enjoyments. 

We are aware that the apologists of the managers have 
jately chuckled most triumphantly at that celebrated 
couplet of Johnson, in which he desciibes the dependant 
state of the stage upon the public : 

The Drama’ staws the Drama’s patrons vive, 

For they that live to please, musi please—io lve. 
But isit to be presumed, for an instant, that the illustri-. 
ous moralist meant by the patron af the drama, tie rabble 
that gapes at every puppet-show, and yelly in every ale 
house? Ordid he mean that better part of 
nity, which can miake as well as give laws! The vey 
occasion upon which this capression Was imude, Was ob 


the commu. 





BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


enlightened pait of the public, for tie purpose of bidding 
ctpveliiatuiiies the reign consnence 
Of rescued nature and reviving sense 3 
Garrick in his noble reformation of the 
When sueli an appeal is once made by 
the managers of the Boston stage to their patrons, not by 


and of aiding 
English stage. 


a promissory epilogue, but by, (what will shew that they 
are indeed in earnest,) an accomplished company, an ap- 
propriate wardrobe and decorations, and a resuscitated 
list of ancient dramatists, ard then, if they do not receive 
every degree of patronage that men of modest desires 
can wish, we will shut our mouths, on this subject, 
forever. 

We have a right to infer, from what has already oc- 
curred in the history of our stage, that this patronage 
will be bestowed by its old friends, whenever it becomes 
again worthy of it; and that the inattention paid to some 
eminent performers, lately appearing among us, is no ob- 
jection to this inference. Nor can any rules of manage. 
ment, which may be drawn by the conductors of the 
Boston ‘Theatre from the present state and entirely dif- 
ferent condition of society, in Great Britain, be at all 
applicable to our own theatre. 


On exch of these topics, 
we shall make some remaks‘in our next paper. 
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SUMMARY OF NEWS. 
FOREIGN. 

South America.—Arrived at Holines Hole, brig Belvidere, 
from Pernambuco —Capt. Griggerson, a passenger, in- 
forms that about the 14th of Apiil, a blockading squadron 
of Portuguese (royalists) arrived off Pernambuco, con- 
sisting of two ships of 32 guns, and one do. of 18, said to 
be manned with 6 or 700 men, all volunteers, ordering all 
vessels lying off the port to depart in 24 hours, which put 
the Putriots in confusion, and euused them to take some 
irregular measures. They were about laying an embar- 
go on the vsssels inthe harbor. Ali the Portuguese ves- 
sels were already embargoed, and it was expected all 
fureign vessels would likewise be so. Capt. G. not think- 
ing it safe to remain any longer, left the port and got on 
board the Belvidere. 

Business at Pernambuco at a stand, on account of the 
confusion. People glad to seil but not to buy. 

The port of Bahia, St. Salvador, is ina firm situation, as 
the governor of that place was an active man, and had 
taken firm Measures to prevent a revolution ; allowing the 
soldiers double pay and rations, Volunteers were daily 
offering themselves to the governor to go against Pernam- 
buco, the blockading squadron being manned with volun- 
teers. 


From England.—A motion has been made by the Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer for providing for an issue of ex- 
chequer notes to the smount of a imillion and a half to 
enable the government to make loans in small sums to 
parishes, to relieve the distresses of the poor. Several 
Catholic petitions had Leen presented, but the debate on 
the subject was postponed to May 9. 

The Queen was taken severely ilion the night of April 
22, in consequence of which a drawing room to have been 
holden on the foilowing day was posiponed. 

There was another rumour of « war between Rusir, and 
the Porte—Two Austrian frigates sailed from Trieste, 
April ay for Kio Janeiro, 

A private letter from Grand Cairo, in Egypt, dated Dec. 
28. says—-“* The plague, which had raged with great fury, 
has considerably abated but the son of the Pacha has full- 
en a victim to this pestilence. 

A muiiument is to be erected to the memory of Marsha! 
Massena, by the voluntary sub-cription of French oflicers. 

In Sweden the universai practice of vaccination bas en- 
trely exterminated the small pox, so that ne case of that 
disease has occurred within the lust two years, 


ee ee 


DOMESTIC. 

Artillery Flection.—On Monday last, the’ Ancient and 
Honorable Artillery Compiny ceiebrated their 179th an- 
niversary. A Discourse was delivered bv the Rev. Mr. 
Sanders, of Medfield, in preseice of His Excellency the 
Governor, His Honor the Lt. Governor, the Council, both 
Houses ofthe Legislature, &c. Ai*ex the Religious Ser- 
vices, the Processivi repaired to Fanueil Hall wad partook 
ofa splend'd entertainment. In the afternoon, the fol- 
lowing gentlemen weve found to have been unanimously 
| elected by the Company. Adj. Gen. Mattoon, Captain— 


| 


appeal from the vulgar prejudices of the multitude tothe 
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| Capt. John Dood, Licutenant—and Maj. Daniel Dunton, 


Fusign, they were commissioned by His Excellency on 
the Common. An elegant Sword was presented to His 
Excellency, by Gen. Winslow, in behalf of the Company 


Explosion —On Monday forenoon two casks of powder 
exploded in the after part of the fine ship Canton-Paeket, 
Capt. Procter , which was lying at a litle distance from 
the end of Long wharf at anchor, nearly ready to sail on 
a voyage to the Isle of France and Canton. A number of 
men immediately went to assist in seving the property 
and extinguishing the flames, from the U. S. ship Lud. 
headence, and from the wharf. They cut her cable and 
towed Ler on the flatg north of Long wharf, where she 
grounded—the fire in the meantime having been extin 
guished.—Considerable damage was done to the hull, 
but we are happy to Icarn that 1 person only was killed 

We are informed that the steward, who was the cause 
of the mischief, had demanded leave to go on shore, and 
being refused he went below, and that simultancously 
with the explosion of the gunpowder, the report ot a pistol 
was heard. We are therefore led to presume that he 
pe, petrated this act from motives of revenge—for which 
he foolishly sacrificed his life. 

The ship is between three and four hundred tons bur- 
then, and owned by Messrs. J. & T.H. Perkins of this 
town. She had on board about $400,000 in specie, all of 
which is saved. 


Presidents Tour.—A Raltimore Paper, of Monday last, 
says the President of the United States arrived in town 
yesterday afternoon at two o’clock, escorted by a troop 
of horse, the First Baltimore Hussars, commanded by 
Captain Sterrett, accompanied by about 200 citizens on 
horse back. After dining, he attended divine service at 
the Rev. Dr. Inglis’ Presbyterian Church. 

A new and stiperb Chariot has been built for the Pres- 
ident in Philadelphia —Motto on the arms—“ Principia 
non homines,”? 


In Town Meeting, held on Thursday, a very respecta- 
ble Committee of both political parties were chosen to ze- 
port the measures most suitable for adoption, to evidence 
their respect for the President of the United States, on 
his expected visit to this metropolis. 

We learn, that Gen. Dearborn, Collector of the cus- 
toms, has received orders from the Treasury Depart. 
ment, to prepare the Revenue Cutter for the use of the 
President of the U. 8. during his stay in this town. 


A person was taken up in this town, on Thursday fast, 
for passing altcred bills of the Bank of Columbia, at Hud 
son, from one dollar to fifty dollars. They defy the strict- 
est scrutiny. A specimen may beseen at Gilbert & Dean’s 
Office, in the Old State House. 


The melancholly destruction of human life on board 
the Mississippa steamboat vas occasioned by raising the 
steam so high as to burst the boiler, in a foolish competi- 
tion with another steamboat. 


There is now residing in the county of Wayne, Indiana, 
a girl of 17 vears of age, that weighs 335 pounds. 


1s 


Capt. Thomas O. Davis, has been appointed and com- 
missioned as Aid de Camp to Brig. Gen. H. A. 8. Dear- 
born, of the first brigade and first division M. M. 


Washington Gardens.—The Gardens open for the sea- 
son on Monday evening. Several additional performers 
are engaged, and perhaps no place is better calculated to 
gratify a wish for enjoyment on a pleasant evening, than 
this. 

Amphitheatre —On Monday evening, Timour the Tar- 
tar is to be brought forward, with other entertainments. 


MARRIAGES. 


Jn this town, Mr. Curtis Fuller, of Francistown, (N. H.) 
to Miss Hannah Gibson, daughter of John Gibson, Esq.— 
On Monday evening, Mr. Th. Johnson to Miss Mary Trask. 
Mr. Aaron Guild, to Miss Clarissa Hersey—Mr. John 
Spence, to Miss Lucy Pond—Henry D. Sedgwick, Esq. 
of N. York, to Miss Jane Minot.—At the Koman Catholic 
Church, Don Jose Hipolito Estevana Gomez, of Havana, 
Island of Cuba, to Miss Caroline Smith, of Newburyport. 

In England, Col. Hervey, aid-de-camp to the Prince 
Regent, to Miss Louisa Catharine, third daughter of Rich- 
ard Caton, Esq. of Maryland. 

DEATHS. 

In thie town, Mr. Jonas Hastings, aged 81—Mr. Samuc} 
Daggett, aged 65—Mr. Nathaniel Critchell, aged 30— 
Mrs. Rebeeca Thayer, aged 64—Thomzs B. Cutter, aged 4, 

In Boston Harbour, (killed on board the Canton Packet) 
William Read, steward, aged 19, born in Philadelphia. 

In Charlestown, Miss Catharine W. Jones, aged 20.~ 
In Marblehead, Capt. John Selman, aged 73.—In Sacket’s 
Harbour, in November last, Mr. Samuel P. Tufts, aged 
47, formerly of this tewn. 


At Charleston, (S. C.) Mr. James R. Harvey, aged 21, 
son of the Jate Capt. John Harvey, of this town. 
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POETRY. 


(ORIGINAL. ) 





FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE 


TIME. 
BY R&R. 8. COFFIN. 

Grey-headed thief, beneath thy feet 
What num’rous spoils appear ! 

There bleach the locks of maiden sweet,— 
There rusts the conq’rors spear : 

Yes,—’neath thy foot, the chieftain’s crown 
Thou tramplest in the dust ; 

His glitt’ring lance beneath thy frown 
Becomes a mass of rust ! 

The rose that blooms on beauty’s cheek, 
Unseen, thou steal’st away ; 

Unheard—for who e’er heard thee speak ? 
Thou bid’st it turn to clay : 

Yea, at thy nod, the lofty tow’r 
Convulsive sinks to earth ; 

And fame, that late defy’d thy pow’r, 
Becomes thy guilty mirth. 

E’en now thy sacrilegious hand 
Encircles yonder dome ; 

It falls, though ev’ry king command 
That rul’d o’er Greece or Rome ; 

And tell me what, thou robber dread ! 
That thou hast not yet stole? 

T see thee shake thy hairless head, 


And cry—“J save Tae woe !” 


Nay, that is false ; a something still 
Defies thy pilf’ring pow’r ; 
A something thou canst never steal, 
earth should be no more ; 
Yes, hoary thief, though all beside 
Unto thy pow’r is giv’n, 
Thou canst not steal—how sinks thy pride ! 
The Cunistran’s Crows in Heav’y. 


—s ae 


FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 


LINES TO A LADY, 
Ona Rose, presented by her to the Author. 


Swerrt, lovely Rose! by nature so ; 
But how much sweeter made, 

By that fair hand, that did bestow 
Its charms on me ; where now displayed, 
It soon must wither, wilt and fade. 

But still its fragrance long shall rise, 
When dead its leaves shall lie ; 

Shall breathe its perfume to the skies ; 
An emblem true, that ne’er can die ;— 
And would you know the reason why ? 

“Thy charms may fade like this fair Rose, 

May wither in a day : 

But virtue that within thee glows, 
And goodness never can.decay ; 
Their incense ne’er can pass away. P. 


— + 


FOR THE BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE, 
TO JULIA. 


Oft when the busy dav is o’er, 
And evening comes in silent peace ; 
i wander to the lonely shore, 
And wish the rolling waves would cease. 
Reliev’d from ev’ry murm’ring noise, 
My troubled mind might find repose ; 
Or fondly paint some future joys, 
' That hopes of happiness disclose. 
One Sabbath eve, when all was still, 
Except the soft and gentle breeze ; 
Which curl’d around a neighb’ring bill, 
And whisper'd to the lofcy trees. 


BOSTON WEEKLY MAGAZINE. 


I gladly sought this sacred spot, 
To meditate on worldly things ; 
And inadvertently forgot, 
What pain such meditation brings. 
My thoughts were turn’d awhile on you, 
Whom I had foolishly believ’d ! 
For, Julia, thou wert never true, 
Thy cruel heart has oft deceiv’d. 
I thought, too, of my happy days ; 
’T was joy to meet, and pain to part ; 
When expectation fed the blaze 
That warm’d this young and loving heart. 


Why, then, said I, shall I regard 
A coquettish, dissembling prude ? 
Or wish to gain for love’s reward, 

A vain, proud heart, that will delude? 
Nature’s free gifts have made thee vain ; 
No more then will I think on thee ; 
Now I am free from love’s sweet pain, 

I feel at perfect liberty. 


If thy dear beauty e’er ensnares 
Another foolish heart, inclin’d 
To taste the sweets that love prepares, 
For once, false Julia, pray be kind. 
Farewell ! I'll bid thee now adieu ; 
No more on thee my thoughts shall dwell ; 
I take my leave of love and you, 
So now “farewell ! a long farewell !” 
SAAC. 
—e Sl 
(SELECTED.) 
LINES TO MARGARET. 
Waar is the speli no pen can trace, 
But ev’ry eye can see, 
That chatms in that bewitching face, 
And shews divinity? 
Is it in thine enchanting eye 
This spell is secret hid; 
Or lives it in its witching sigh, 
Or on its raven lid? 
Is it upon the glowing cheek, 
Where blushes like the morn 
Of Marg’ret move her heart to speak, 
Forever seem to burn? 


Is it conceal’d in living snow, 
Thet still those blushes chase, 
And give them a successive glow, 
To perfect Marg’ ret’s face. 
Is it within the bosoms’s veil, 
This dear enchatment lies, 
That laughs at man though arm’d in mail, 
And captivates all eyes ? 


Is it enwoven with the hair, 
Or lives it in the eye ; 

Or is it with the unseen tear 
That floats upon her sigh? 


Is it upon her syren tongue, 
Which breathes with angel voice, 
Which speaking thrills as if it sung, 
To make the heart rejoice ? 
Is it upon her roseate cheek, 
Or lives it in her breast ? 
Pray, Marg’ret, bid the fairy speak, 
And give again my rest. 
—_-o 
COQUETRY.—ar pray swirt. 


In a dull stream, which moving slow, 

You hardly see the current flow ; 

When a small breeze obstructs the course, 
It whirls about for want of force ; 

And, in its narrow circle gathers, 
Nothing but chaff, and straw, and feathers, 


The current of a female mind, 

Stops thus, and (urns with ev’ry wind ; 
Thus whirling round, together draws 
Fools, feps, and rakes, for chaff and straw. 





Bait, Telegraph. 









AMUSEMENT. 


THE LINGUIST. 


A Fellow who had picked up a few scraps of 
the French tongue, and was entirely ignorant of 
the Latin, accosted a gentleman, in French, 
“Quelle heure est il, Monsieur ?”? [What o’clock 
is it, Sir a To which the gentleman answered in 
Latin,“ Wescio.” [I don’t know.| “D—mn it,” 
said the fellow, “I did not think it was near so 
late!” and ran off as if he had something of conse- 
quence to do. 





SUM TOTAL OF A LORD MAYOR’S TALENTS, 


King James the Second passing through Colches- 
ter, it was resolved, that the Mayor should com- 
pliment him on his arrival. It so happened, that 
this chief magistrate was eminently stupid (which 
is looked upon as no strange thing in Engiand). 
The town-clerk was appointed to attend him at 
his back, and whisper what he was to say to the 
King. When they came into his Majesty’s pre- 
sence, the clerk, Zecising to encourage the mayor, 
whispered, “ Hold up your head and look like a 
man.” ‘Hold up your head and look like a man!” 
did the mayor bawl to the King. ‘The clerk aston- 
ished, whispered, “ What the devil do you mean ?” 
The mayor bawled out, What the devil do you 
mean?” The clerk, sweating with fear and vexa- 
tion, whispered, * By Heaven! you will ruin us 
all.” The mayor immediately repeated, “by Heav- 
en! you will ruin us all.” The clerk, in a vio- 
lent rage, said, “Oh! you blundering puppy, I 
wish you had never come here.” The mayor a 
gain bawled, “Oi! you blundering puppy, I wish 
you had never come here.” The clerk on this im- 
mediately took to his heels, and the mayor follow- 
ed him, leaving the King in a violent fit of laugh- 
ter, though not without rage. 





REMARKABLE ACCIDENT OF A GUN, WHICH WENT 
OFF, WITHOUT BEING CHARGED. 

A Gentleman in England, in the reign of Queen 
Elizabeth. owned a gun, which was mare in such 
a wonderful manner, and of such a curious con- 
struction, that it really went off: (upon a thief’s 
coming into the house) although it Was not char- 
ged. This affair excited great speculation among 
the learned ; but the owner of the gun. confessed, 
it was the thief carried it off. and what was worse, 
before he had time to charge him with it. 





A RECEIPT TO PREVENT ANY BAD ACCIDENT 
BY FALLING FROM .\ TREE. 

A peasant, having ascended a chesnut tree, to 
eather the nuts: fell down and broke his leg. Mi- 
naco, a wag, comforting him, said, that if he would 
follow his advice, he should never have anether fall 
from a tree ; the peasant, begging. with great earn- 
estness, to hear the receipt. Minaco said, * Never 
come down, faster than you “ go up.” 





TO READERS AND CORRESVONDENTE. 
We are sorry to postpone the publication of several 
communications—some of which have been noticed. 
“8B. B.”” we presuine, will perceive the reason why his 
communication is not inserted, 
Ned Megrims is rather in opposition to general opinion, 
his essay is, however, well written. 
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